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Till Winter fawn upon the cheek endeared.
Then the long evening-ends
Lingered by cosy chimney-nooks,
With high companionship of books
Or slippered talk of friends
And sweet habitual looks,
Is "better than to stop the ears with dust:
Too soon the spectre comes to say, " Thou must!??

2.

When  toil-crooked  hands   are   crost  upon the
breast,

They comfort us with sense of rest;
They must be glad to lie forever still;

Their work is ended with their day ;
Another fills their room; 't is the World's ancient
way,

Whether for good or ill;
But the deft spinners of the brain,
Who love each added day and find it gain,

Them overtakes the doom
To snap the half-grown flower upon the loom
(Trophy that was to be of life-long pain),
The thread no other skill can ever knit again.

JT was so with him, for he was glad to live,

'T was doubly so, for he left work begun;
Could not this eagerness of Fate forgive

Till all the allotted flax were spun ?
It matters not; for, go at night or noon,
A friend, whene'er he dies, has died too soon,
And, once we hear the hopeless He is dead,
So far as flesh hath knowledge, all is said.